XII
The Raven
THE flesh-devouring bird of time
sails at their side; of his dark flight the streamers of immortal rhyme illume the Scandinavian Night: all joys on which our lives are flown in those great wings of darkness flare-the blue flame that my lover's hair trawls like the moonrise on the Rhdne: the red flame that the circling wine swivels around these sombre walls when friendship is the most divine and far too soon the morning fails-are fuel that Ms flight consumes to burnish those unageing plumes.
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